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* 


* thee lone Melancholy! 10 I yield, 


1 


S O N NE Fa 


To MELANCHOLY. 


And ſeek the midnight walk, filent and flow, 


Ihe dark thick wood, and unfrequented field, 


Where ſombre yew and mournful cypreſs grow, 


There I review Life's tranſitory Joy, 
There penſive figh the heavy hours away; 


On Delia muſing, I the time employ; 


Thus * the * God, {till leads aſtray: 


Come ſober M * come with me, 


And range the lone, the ſolitary wild, 


Now the pale moon and paler care agree, 


Ah! thus the time, and thus my Love's beguil d. 


Let day's broad glare {till pleaſe hs happy few, 
While I the filent fable night purſue. 
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On. the RIVER MEDWAY. 


IN youth's gay prime o'er Medway's banks I ſtray'd, 5 
Ah happy days that were ſo pleaſing found! 
There firſt I ſaw the artleſs blooming maid, 


Sweeter than flow'rs which ſpread their fragrance round : 


Ch! what elyſium glides o'er all the mind, 

When gentle Love pervades each feeling pow'r; 
"Tis then we live anew, new pleaſures find, 

And bliſs-felt raptures charm each paſſing hour : 


Lead on my Muſe to Medway's ſedge-crown'd ſide, 
Where woods and meads adorn the winding ſtream, 
Where herbs and flow'rs enrich her paſſing tide ; 


Recall the pleaſing paſt, though painful theme, 


There count the happy moments which are fled, 
There moan the loſt, the filent proſtrate dead. 


SONNET 


11 1 


SO NNE Tm 


On the S A ME. 
WIAERE Med way rolls her ſilver flowing tide, 


Where gay enamell'd meads and lofty woods 
Enrich her banks and flow'ry margin's fide, 


Hail ſtately woods, gay meads, and ſpreading floods 


There by the winding ſtream I careleſs ſtray'd, . 
Ott laid me down in wild profuſion loſt, 
Ah me! thoſe charming ſcenes ſo rich array'd, 

Like ſhadows fled, now each fond hope is croſs'd. 


In vain we linger o'er the pleaſing paſt, 
In vain my heart ſhall wiſh thoſe ſcenes renew'd, - 
Short. is our bliſs! Time flies on wings ſo faſt, 
Witneſs the tomb“ my feeling tears bedew'd ; 


80 Medway's ſtream tranſlucid glides away, 
So Time like lightning, darts from day to day. 


* Alluding to the irreparable loſs of one that was moſt dear to the Author, 3 
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nnr IV 


On WATERINGBURY. 


My lyre I'll tune in Wat'ringbury's praiſe.--- 
Ye woodland bow'rs and clear meand'ring rills, 
Where once I careleſs paſs'd my youthful days; 
Enjoy'd your groves, rich vales, and riſing hills: 


Ah! now no more thy vernal beauties charm, 
Since cruel Fate has ſnatch'd my earli'ſt friend”, 
No more thy rural ſcenes my genius warm, 
No more can I thy artleſs girls attend ; 


Adieu ye ſtreams that pleas'd my orateful mind, 
Adieu wild woods adorn'd with native flow'rs, 
Adieu dear vill, I've left thy charms behind ; 
Still may fond lovers grace wy woodbine bow. rs. 


Long may thy ſwains be bleſt with health and eaſe ; 
Yes, long as they thy village maids can pleaſe. 


* The Author regrets the loſs of his godfather, who was his beſt friend, and 
had the care of his juvenile 2857 5 
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ALL hail bright Venus! lo this wreath I bring, 
Which Delia made from amaranthine bow'rs, 


Of that dear faſcinating maid 1'1l ſing, 
And this gay wreath which blooms with faireſt * IS. 


Aut; high Goddeſs, Queen of gentle Love, 
Now proſtrate here, with adoration ſee 
Your humble ſwain, that long with Delia ſtrove, 
And ſtill remains fair Delia's devotee. 


Ah! now her influence let Venus ſhed, 
Oh may my charmer Love's ſoft paſſion feel; 
Spread rich perfumes around the fair one's bed, 
Let fable night Love's chaſteſt thoughts reveal. 


Fly ſwift, ye minutes, till my Delia's kind, 
Delia, ſole miſtreſs of my conſtant mind. 


i: SONNET 


Neuner 


ADIEU, fond viſionary ſcenes, adieu; 
No more ſhall Hope, celeſtial maid, expand 
Her gentle ray benign, refus'd to few ; 


Here Melancholy with her iron hand 


Holds regal court, and reigns with ſovereign ſway: 
Where ſhe preſides, Hope never enters there, 
But fell chimeras dire relentleſs prey, 


Goading the mind with ſad tormenting care. 


Adieu, ye pleaſures paſt, you charm no more, 
Ah! cruel thus to burthen mem'ry's ſeat ; 

Say, can paſt joys our preſent peace reſtore ? 
Hail Melancholy then, tis thee I greet: | 


Come with thy haggard form, come act thy part, 
And ſeal your triumph o'er my feeling heart. 
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To th NIGHTINGALE. 


Wrra ſolemn ſtep I ſlowly paſs thoſe glades, 

Where the lone bird of night pours forth her woe, 
Thoſe dark retreats and deep embow'ring ſhades 

Where none but love-lorn hapleſs mortals go: 


There as J wander ſtill in hope to find, 
A ſafe retreat from flatt'ry's cruel art, 
May Philomela's notes engage my mind, 
And Love the ſofteſt ſentiments impart; 


Like thee, fond bird, I wail my woe-fraught tate, 
Like thee I reſtleſs paſs the heavy night, 

Like thee to Cynthia I my grief relate, 
And ſtill like thee I ſcorn the day's broad "MY 


Hail! {ſweet nt of the midnight hour, 
Long may thy notes reſound their magic pow 'r. 
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MOON LIGHT. 


Now awful ſilence reigns o'er half mankind, 


The Moon's pale glimpſe ſilvers the wanton wave, 
And lucid plays by chance, as if deſign'd 
To light yon dreary ſpot, the love-lorn grave : 


Where Colin, youthful Colin long has laid, 
Who ſigh'd for Sylvia of the neighb'ring vale ; 
That felt no fond return, hard-hearted maid, 
W hoſe roſy-red is turn'd to aſhy pale: 


Ah! there ſhe nightly weeps o'er his lone ſhrine, 
Her heart-felt ſighs are breath'd o'er Colin's tomb; 
Ceaſe, gentle mourner, thoſe fad tears of thine, 


No ſorrows call from Death's eternal gloom. 


Go, taſte of Lethe's ſtream, whoſe potent pow'r 
Oblivion brings to each paſt painful hour. 
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MORNING. 


H AlL, jocund morn | with pearly clouds array'd; 
Thy vivid brightneſs o'er all nature ſpread. | 
The cowherd ſeeks the heifers that are ſtray d; 
The Sun diſpels the dews which night has ſhed. 


Come rouſe, ye healthy ſwains, and leave your ſleep, 
W hile morning ſmiles ; 'tis filver-bloſſom'd Spring; 

Now browſing goats ſhall climb the craggy ſteep; 

Ihe ſhepherds tend their flocks and chearful ſing. 


Rich orient clouds adorn the face of day, 
And each kind muſe awakes ſome pleaſing theme; 
While cheerful birds all warbling, wing their way, 


And bright reflections gild the paſſing ſtream. 


Such are the joys which rural life impart, 
While fell ambition racks the courtier's heart. 
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IX. 


T 18 an Deſpair that hovers o'er my mind, 
And racks my heart with melancholy woe ; 

Come wayward thought, by cruel fate deſign'd 
To rouſe dull care and ev'ry horror ſhew. 


Come, lead me on to where wild fancy guides, 
Slow as 1 paſs, ſteal down expreſſive tears, 

Bedew theſe cheeks where pallid care reſides, 
Where diſappointment all its anguiſh rears. 


Ah! now fair Science, 'tis from you I fly ; 

You that could once command each paſſing hour, 
Have now no charm to pleaſe the ear or eye, 

In vain the canvas glows with mimic pow'r. 


Silent I go, to where the thick wood ſhade 
Conceals the woe, which Love and Delia made, 
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iN COMMEMORATION OF THE LATE WILLIAM JACKSON, ESQ. 


AH! now lament, lament in hapleſs ftrains, 

Lo! JAcksox's here no more, the Muſes friend; 
Weep all ye 1 tender maids and gentle ſwains, 

Let Fame's ſurill clarion far his name extend : 


For he was all that's * that's ſoft and kind, 
To poverty a friend and mental worth; 
Oh! moan, ye feeling few, his gen'rous mind, 


Loud Fame ſhall quickly ſpread thoſe virtues forth, 


Come, wreathe fad diſmal cypreſs round his urn, 
Attend, ye virgins, here this ſolemn rite ; 
Arabian ſpices now for incenſe burn, 


While o'er his timeleſs urn I'll thus indite. 


Spread round, ye ſable clouds, in Fri: woe, 
Let Nature now one gen 'ral ſorrow ſhew. 
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ON HEARING THE PASSING BELL FOR THE LATE W. JACKSON, ESQ. 
7 DURING A SHOWER OF RAIN. 


Lr filence now her ſolemn vigil keep. — 
Hark! hark! I hear the doleful paſſing bell, 
JackxsoN's no more; ah, ſee the Heavens weep | 


mme d in gloom the clouds ther ſorrows tell. 


Deſcend ye ſhowers, ye livid "ZIG fly, 
Mourn all at large, expreſſive ſadneſs tell, 
Jackson's no more, the echo's faint reply : 
He's gone, the, gen'rous youth belov'd fo well. 6 


But who ſhall paint the mourning friends behind, 
A mother's pang deſcribe, a father's woe 
In vain that pow'r my Mule attempts to find, 
Ah! where 8 the pen a parent's grief can ſhew. 


Thus timeleſs fell, oh bapleſ word to ſay, 
Thus Death inſatiate leis d his ng d prey. 
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